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Spoken by Mr Havazo.' 


TO point what lengths credulity has run, 
What counſels ſhaken, and what ſtates undone ; 
What helliſh fury wings th Enthufraſt's rage, 
And makes the troubled earth one tragic tage: 
What blaſphemies [mpoſture dares advance, 
And build what terrors on weak ignorance ; 
How ſraud alone rage to Religion binds, 
And makes a Pandemanium of our minds: 
Our Gallic Bard, fir'd with theſe glorious views, 
Firſt to this Cruſade led the tragic muſe ; 
Her power through France his charming numbers bore, 
But France was deaf ——for all her prieſts were ſwore, 

On Engliſh ground ſhe makes a firmer ſtand, 
And hopes to Refer by no hoſtile hand. 
No clergy here uſurp the free - born mind, 
Ordain d io teach, and nit enſlave mankind ; 
Religion here bids Perſecution ceaſe, 
Without, all order, and Within, all peace ; 
Truth guards her happy pale with watchful care, 
And Frauds, tho pious, find no entrance there. 
Religion, to be ſacred, muſt be Free; 

Men will ſuſpeftt ——where Bigots keep the key. 
Hooded and train'd like Hawks, th Enthuſtaſis fly, 
And the prieſts victims in their pounces die. 

Like whelps born blind, by mother- cburch they're bred, 
Nor wake to Sight, to know themſelves miſled : 
Murder's the game——and to the ſport unpreſt, : 


Proud of the Sin, and in the Duty bleſt, 

The Layman's but the Bl:od-bound of the prieſt. 

WW59&er thou art, that dar ſuch themes advance, 

79 prie/? ri1 Spain repair, or flaviſh France: 

For Judas bire there ds the devil's taſt. 

And trick up Slavery in Religion 't maſh. 

England ſtill free, vo ſurer means requires 

To fink their ſottiſh ſouls, and damp their martial fires. 
Britons, thoſe numbers ta yourſelves you owe ; 

Voltaire hath ftrength to ſhoot in Shakeſpeare's bow : 

Fame led him at his Hippocrene to drink. 

And taught to write with nature as ta think : 
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With Engliſh freedom, Engliſh wit he knew, 
And from th' inexhauſted ſtream profuſely drew. 
Cheriſh the noble bard yourſelves have made, 
Nor let the frauds of France fteat all our trade. 


Now of each prize the winner has the wearing, 
E'en ſend our Engliſh flage a privateering : 

With your 2 we'll our ſails unfold, 
And [ram their loads of dreſt, import ſome Gold. 


Dramatis Perſonce. 

Manomer. 
Mizvas, his General. 
Ar i, | 
Hzacives, | Officers of Mahomet, 

An Mon, 

Zar ns, Captive brought up under Mahomet. 
Areaxon, Chief of the Senate of Mecca. 

Pu akon, his Friend. 
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ACT I SCENE I. 
SCENE, an Apartment in the Temple of Mzcca, 
Enter Al AO and PraRos. 


ALCANOR. 


HARON, no more — Shall 1 
Fall proſtrate to an arrogant impoſtor, 
Homage in Mecca one I baniih'd thence, 
And incenſe the deluſions of a rebel! 
No — blaſt Alcanor, righteous Heav'n! if &er 
This hand, yet free and uncontaminate, 
Shall league with fraud, or adulate a tyrant. 
Pha. Auguſt and ſacred chief of iſhmael's ſenate, 
This zeal of thine, paternal as it is, | 
Is fatal now——our unpotent reſiſtance 
Controuls not Mahomet's unbounded 
But, without weak ning, irritates the tyrant. 
| When once a citizen, you well condemn'd him 
As an obſcure, ſeditious innovator: 
But now he is a conqu'ror, prince and pontiff, 
Whilſt nations numberleſs embrace his laws, 
And pay him adoration——Ev'n in Mecca 
He boaſts his proſelytes. 
Alc. Such proſelytes 
. untutor d reptiles 11 
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In whom ſenſe only lives moſt cred'lous ſtill 
Of what is moſt incredible 

Pha. Be ſuch 
Diſdain'd, my Lord; but mayn't the peſt ſpread up- 


And ſeize the head ——fay, is the ſenate ſound ? | 
I fear ſome members of that rev'rend claſs | 
Are mark'd with the contagion, who, from views 
Of higher pow'r and rank, or canker'd with 
The gangrenous defilement of a bribe, | 1 
Worſhip this riſing ſun, and give a ſanction 
To his invaſions. x 

Alc. If, ye powers divine! [ 
Ye mark the movements of this nether world, 1 
And bring them to account, cruſh, cruth thoſe vipers, 
Who, ſingled out by a _— 

'To guard their rights, , for a graſp of ore, 
Or paltry office, ſell em to the foe. 

Pha. Each honeſt citizen, I grant, is thine, J 
And, eful for thy boundleſs bleſſings on them, 4 
Would ſerve thee with their lives; but the approach N 
Of this uſurper to their very walls 
Strikes em with ſuch a dread, that ev'n theſe 
Implore thee to accept his proffer d peace. 

Ac. O people, loſt to wiſdom, as to glory! 
Go, bring in pomp, and ſerve upon your knees 
This idol, that will cruſh you with its weight, 
Mark, I abjure him: by his ſavage hand 
My wife and children periſh'd, whilſt in veng2ance 
I earry'd carnage to his very tent, 
Transfix' d to earth his only fon, and wore 
His trappings, as a irophy of my conqueſt. 
This tarch of enmity, thus lighted *twixt us, 
The hands of time itſelf can ne'er extinguiſh. | 
Pha. Extinguiſh not, but ſmother for a while 
Its fatal flame, and greatly ſacrifice 1 
Thy private ſuff rings to the public welfare. 1 


O fay, Alcanor, wert thon to behold (1 


| (As ſoon thou may ſt) this fam'd metropolis i; 
With foes begirt, behold its pining tenants ; 4 

Prey on each other for the means of life, 

Whilſt lakes; of blood, and mountains of the lain, 


(As 
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(As erſt in Jury) putrify the air, 
And ſweep off thouſands with their pois'nous 3 
Would thy ſlain children be aveng'd by this? 

Alc. No, Pharon, no; I live not for mylelf. 
My wife and children loſt, my country's now 
My family. 

Pha. Then let not that be loſt. 

Alc, Tis loſt by cowardice. 

Pha. By raſhneſs, often. 

Alc. Pharon deſiſt. 

Pha. My noble Lord, I cannot, 

Muſt not deſiſt, will not, fince you're poſſeſs'd 

Of means to bring this inſolent invader 

'To any terms you'll claim. 

Alc. What means! 
Pha. Palmira, 

That blooming fair, the flow'r of all his camp, 

By thee borne off in our laſt ſkirmiſh with him, 

Seems the divine ambaſſadreſs of peace, 

Sent to procure our ſafety. Mahomet. 

Has, by his heralds, thrice propos'd her ranſom, 

And bid us fix the price. 

Alc. 1 know it, Pharon. 

And, would'& thou then reſtore this noble treaſure 

To that Barbarian? wouldſt thou, for the frauds, 

The deaths, the devaſtations he brings on us, 

Enrich his ruffian hands wich fuch a gem, 

And render beauty the reward of rapine? — 

Smile not, my ſriend, nor think that at theſe years, 

Well travell'd in the winter of my days, 

entertain a thought tow'rds this young beauty, 

But what's as pure as is the weſtern gale, 

That breathes upon the * 
Pha. My Lord 
Alc. — heart, by age and grief congeal'd, 

Is no more ſenſible to love's 2 — 

Than are our barren rocks to morn's ſweet dow. 

That balmy trickles down their rugged cheeks. 
Pla. My noble chief, each maſter- piece of nature 

Commands wvoluntary homage from us. 
Alc. 1 own a tenderneſs, unfelt before, 

A +: a grief, with ardent wiſhes 


Ta 
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To make her happy, fill d my widow'd boſom. 

I dread her being in that monſter's power, 

And burn to have her hate him, like myſelf. 

"Twas on this hour I, at her modeſt fuit, 

Promis'd her audience in my own pavilion. 

* thou mean while, and ſee the ſenate 
— ſound em as I ought. 

[Exeunt ſeverally. 


SCENE changes to a Room of State. 


Enter PALILMIRA. 


Pal. What means this boding terror that uſurps, 
In ſpite of me, dominion o'er my heart, 
Converting the ſweet flow'r of new-blown hope 
To deadly night-ſhade ; pois'ning to my ſoul 
The fountain of its bliſs O holy prophet ! 
Shall I ne'er more attend thy ſacred leffons ? 

O Zaphna! much lov'd youth ! I feel for thee 
As for myſelf. But hold, my final audit 
Is now at hand I tremble for th' event! 


Here comes my judge——Now liberty, or bondage ! 
Enter Ar cAx OR. 
Alc. Palmira, whence thoſe tears? * — 


maid, 
2 not fall'n into barbarians hands; 
hat Mecca can afford of pomp or pleaſure, 
To call attention from misfortune's lap, 
Demand and ſhare it. 
Pal. No, my generous victor, 
My ſuit's for nothing bs on fed; 
Pris'ner theſe two long months beneath : your roof, 
Tve taſted ſuch benignity and candor, 
Whilſt your own hands ſo labour'd to beguile 
The anxious moments of captivity, 
That oft I've call'd my tears ingratitude. 
Alc. If ought remains, that's in my power, to ſmooth 
The rigour of your fate, to crown your wiſhes, 
r Pm happy ; why twould fill 
The furrows in my cheeks, and make old age 
Fut on its ſummer garb. . | 
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Pal. Thus low I bleſs thee. 
It is on you, on you alone, Alcanor, . 
My whole of future happineſs. depends; 
Reſtore me then, reſtore me to my country, 


Reſtore me to my father, — and prophet; 
Reſtore me to my ——Oh ! — 


[enceling. 


Alc. To what, Palmira ! [raiſing her. 


Thoſe meaning bluthes, that articulate pauſe, 
my queſtion vain. This ſubtile [wb 


Has treſpaſs d on thy heart. Art thou not promis'd 


To be enroll'd his Wilke, to ſwell * number 
Of his licentious Haram? 
Pal. No, my Lord. 
Train d up from infancy at Mah'met's feet, 
Watch'd by his eye, and by his precepts form'd, 
I rev'rence him; nay, view him as infpir'd 
By that tremendous pow'r whoſe ſword he bears ; 
Bot anon ol this humble breaſt conceive 
A hope ſo big with vanity as that. 
Alc. With vanity! now by my ſword, Palmira, 
Twere vanity in him to aim ſo high. 
That gen rous ſoul, ſuperior to misfortune, 
That breaſt, where every virtue finds a manſion, 
And that fair form, where _— enthron'd 
Amidſt the ſmiles and graces, ſpeak you « ſprung 
From ſuch a race, as — diſdain to 
With this fierce Arab. 
Pal. No, the pride of birth 
I am a ſtranger to; a captive infant, 
Nursd in the camp, I ne'er could yet diſcover 
Who was my father. But our holy prophet 
Has well ſupply'd that loſs. Have pity then : 
Pity, Alcanor, one who's torn from all 
That's dear or venerable to her foul; 
And O, reſtore her to her faith and country. 
Alc. 1s flav'ry dear then? is fraud venerable? 
What country? a tumultuous wand'ring camp ! 
Pal. My country, Sir, is not a ſingle ſpot 
Of ſuch a — or fix d to ſuch a elime; 
No, tis the ſocial circle of my friends, 
The lov'd community in which I'm link d, 
And in whoſe welfare all my withes center. 
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Ac. Excellent maid ! then Mecca be thy country. 
Robd'd of my children, would Palmira deign 
To let me call her child, the toil I tock 
To make her deſtiny propitious to her, 
Would lighten the rough burden of my own. 
But no; you ſcorn my country and my laws. 

Pal. Can | be yours when not my own? your bounties 
Claims right o'er me of parent, prince, and prophet. 
Alc. Of parent, prince, and prophet ! heav'ns ! 

Who, 'ſcap'd felon, emulates a throne, 
And, ſcoffer at all faiths, proclaims a new one ! 
Pal. O ceaſe, my Lord; this blaſphemous abuſe 
On one, whom millions with myſelf adore, 
Does violence to my ear; ſuch black 
Gainſt heav'n's interpreter, blots out remembrance 
Of favours paſt, and nought facceeds but horror. 
Alc. O ſuperſtition! try pernicious rigonrs, 
Inflezible to reaſon, truth, and nature, 
Palmira, I lament to fee thee plung'd 
So deep in error. —— 
Pal. Do you then reject 
My juſt petition? can Alcanor's 8 
Be deaf to ſuſf ring virtue? can his juſtice 
Be blind to injur'd right? name but the ranſom, 
And Mahomet will triple what you aſk. 
Alc. There is no ranſom Mahomet can offer 
ion'd to the prize. Truſt me, Palmira, 
I cannot yield thee up: what! to a tyrant, 
Who wrongs thy youth, and mocks thy tender heart 
With vile illuſions, and fanatic terrors 
Enter Paaron. 
What would'ſt thou, Pharon ? 
Pha. From yon weſtern gate, 
Which opens on Moradia's fertile plains, 
Mahomet's gen'ral, Mirvan, haſtes to great thee. 
Alc. Mirvan, that vile apoltate ! ; 
Pha. In one hand 
He holds a ſeimitar, the other bears 
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An olive branch, which to our chiefs he waves, 
An emblem of his ſuit——a martial youth, 
Zaphna by name, attends him for our hoſtage. 

Pal. apart.] Zaphna! myſterious heav'n ! 
| Pha. Mirvan advances 
This way, my Lord, to render you his ch 

Alc. Mirvan advance! how dare the traitor ſee me? 
Palmira, thou retire.——Pharon, be preſent. 

TCE Palmira. 


Enter Mizvan. 

After fix years of infamous rebellion 
Againſt thy native country, doſt thou, Mirvan, 
Again profane, with thy deteſted preſence, 
Theſe facred walls, which once thy hands defended, 
But thy bad heart has vilely fince betray'd! © 
Thou poor deſerter of thy country's gods, 
Thou baſe invader of thy country's rights, 
What would'ſt thou have with me? | 

Mir. Id pardon thee— 
Out of compaſſion to thy age and ſuff rings, 
And high regard for thy experienc'd valour, 
Heav'n's great apoſtle offers thee in friendſhip 
A hand could cruſh thee; and I come commiſfion'd 
To name the terms of peace he deigns to tender. 
Ale. He deigns to tender! infolent impoſior ! 
Muſt Mahomet then, ye powers! give peace to Mecca, 
Or plunder it: doſt thou not, Mirvan, bluſh 
To ſerve this wretch this baſe of foul, as birth? 

Mir. Mahomet's grandeur's in himſelf ; he ſhines not 
With borrow'd luſtre, raiſes not bis ſtature 
By ing on his father's monument : b 
orn of himſelf, himſelf's the only fountain 
Of all the flowing honours that adorn him. 

Such is the maſter I have choſen ; ſuch 
Is heav'n's ele& to rule the world in truth. 

Alc. Mirvan, I know thee ; this infidious blazon 
'Dazzles not me. Baniſh, for once, impoſture, 
And view with reaſon's eye this homag'd prophet, 
Then villain, or enthuſiaſt, thou muſt grant him 
A pilf ring camel-driver, one ſo vile 
His own vile crew renounc'd him out- caſt thus 
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Of outcaſts, ſtraight, he arrogates the 

Stiles himſelf heav'n's apoſtle, and, by means 

Of a forg'd dream, draws o'er to his i 

The refuſe of all nations Baniſh'd Mecca, 

From 1 * 1 with Fatima he fled, 

Whilſt er d, perſecuted and proſcrib d, 
waſtes and deſarts his diſciples ſtray d. 

Pha. Stray d, till Medina, poiſon'd with their errors, 

Gave them a home, and prop'd the impious ſet. 

Alc. "Twas then that thou, that thou thyſelf, more 


brave, 
More juſt and gen'rous, didſt attack this tyrant, 
ſlave thou'rt now become. 


6 and bound 


In - oe. of hereditary fai 

My j 

To 

1 from my dream, join'd his career, 


ſtarted 
N er and immortal labours. 
8 eee 
Then wake 


and be chang d like me. 
Pha. O what gt 
Alc. 


from virtue was that chan 
N ſuch g 


I only would make tremble. Is it, rü thou, 
Religion that's the parent of this rapine, 
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Which all our notions of the pow'rs divine 

Declare the ſocial laws they meant for man, 

And all the beauties and delights of nature 

Bear witneſs to, the Chriſtians may be right: 
Irrer 
Worſhip a revengeful being, 
D 3 
As ripe for the deſtruction of mankind. 

Mir. If clemency delights thee, learn it here. 
Though baniſh'd by thy voice his native city, 
Though by thy hand rebb'd of his only ſon, 
Mahomet pardons thee; nay farther, begs 
The hatred burning twixt you be extinguiſh'd 
With reconciliation's gen'rous tear. 
Alc. I knows thy maſter's arts; his gen'rous tears, 
Like the drops that previous fall 


To the wild outrage of o'erwhelming earthquakes, 
Only forerun deſtruction; his deſt gend 


Is but a guileful clue, whereby to ſeize | 
Your heart's each fort, and turn its 
Againſt itſelf. Courage he has, — 
For blood and havock are the ſure attendants 
On his victorious car. 85 
Pha. Leagues he will make too. 
Alec. Like other graſping tyrants, till he 
A lucky juncture to enlarge his bounds ; 
Then hel ere 'rm, hap oe ery tis 
guarantee, or fworn 
And, when th' oppreſſed ally implores 
Beneath that maſk, invade the wiſk'd-for realms, 
And from pure friendſhip take them to himſelf. 
Mir. Mahomet ts heav'n 's battles, bende the bow 


To ſpread heaw'n's ws, and to ſubjedt to faitk 
ny te ge poet 


A. Mirvan, yes, 
His new moulded to his aims, 
Folds out a heav'aly kingdom to his followers, 
4 Whild humble, he courts but an earthly one. 
Luſt, and ambition, Mirvan, are the ſprings 
Of all his a ions, whilſt, without one virtue, 
Diſſimulation, like a flatt'ring painter, 
Bedecks him with the colouring of then all. 


This 
c * 


And treat with me As 
Of heav'n's apoltte, and 
Ale. Arabia's king! 


LY 
” 


him? f 
” . N 
. Py ' d © 1s! e i ; 11 | 4 


Mix. Yes, he conjures thou; bait IE 5 N 
Alc. Traitor, were 1 folt voter — Meben, © 


ee 


rd anfwer thee with chaftifement—— © © 
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To combat violence, fraud, and uſurpation, 
To pluck the ſpoil from the oppreffor's jaws, | 
And keep my country, as I found it, free. [Excunt. 


| ACT IL 
SCENE, Partnina's Apartment. 
« | Painting Diſcacered. | 


Par mina. 


EASE, ceaſe ye — — of woe 
From your ignoble toi ake warmth ,my heart; 
Collect thy ſeatter d » and brave 
In vain the ſtorm- to mariner repines; 
Were he within to raiſe as great a tempeſt 
As IG from without, it would not ſmooth 
One rous ſur ys jet Hon Zee throws. 
Diſcredit on miſchance, * 22 
To our affliftion. 


"> Enter ZarnuA. 


Hah! all gracious. heavn 
Thou, Zaphna! is it thou? what pitying angel 
| Guided thy ſeps-to- theſe abodes of bondage? | 
Zaph. Thou for reign of my ſoul, aud all its powers; 
Obje& of ev ry fear and ev'ry with; 
Friend, filter, love, companion, all that's dear ! 
Do 1 once more behold thee, my Palmira? 
O, I will ſet it down the. whiteſt hour 
That Zaphaa Yer was blet with —— 
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Zaph. Since that dire hour, when on Sarabiz's 
tran I | | ; bY 


The barb'rous foe depriv'd me of Palmira, 
In what a gulph of horror and deſpair 
Have thy imagin'd perils plung'd my ſoul ! 
Stretch'd on expiring courſes, for a while 
To the deaf ſtream I pour'd out my complaint, 
And beg'd I might be number'd with the dead, 
That ftrow'd its banks Then ſtarting from deſpair, 
With rage I flew to Mahomet for vengeance : | 
He, for ſome high myſterious purpoſe, know 
To heav'n and him alone, at length diſpatch 
The valiant Mirvan to demand a truce. 
Inſtant on wings of lightning I purſu'd him, 
No order had—no leave obtain'd—purſu'd him, 
And eater'd as his hoſtage—fix'd, Palmira, 
Or ta redeem, or die a captive with thee. * 
Pal. Heroic youth ! 
Zaph. But how have theſe Barbarians 
Treated my fair? 
Pal. With high humanity : 
I, in my victor, found a friend. Alcanor 
Has made me feel captivity in nothing, 
But abſence from * 2 and my friends.—— 
Zaph. 1 grieve a ſoul ſo generous is our foe. 
But now preſented as an hoſtage to him, 
His noble bearing and humanity _ ; 
Made captive of my heart; I felt, methought, 
A new affection lighted in my breaſt, . 
And wonder'd whence the infant ardour ſprang. 
Pal. Yet, gen rous as he is, not all my prayers, 
Not all the tears I laviſh at his feet, 
Can move him to reſtore me 
Zaph. But he ſhall —— 
Let the Barbarian know he ſhall, Palmira. 
The God of Mahomet, our divine protector, 
Whoſe ſtill triumphant ſtandard I have borne 
O'er piles of vanquiſt'd inſide ls That power, 
Which brought unnumber'd battlements to earth, 
Will humble Mecca too. 8 


4 
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Euter Mizvan. 


Well, noble Mirvan, 

Do my Palmira's chains fit looſe upon her? 

Say, is it freedom? this tuous ſenate 

- | Mir, Has granted all we aſk'd, all we could with,— 

The truce obtain'd, the gates to Mahomet 

Flew o 
Zaph. Mahomet in Mecca ! fay'ſt thou? 

Once more in Mecca! 

Pal. Tranſport, bid him welcome! 

Zaph. Thy ſuff rings then are o'er, the ebb is paſt, 
And a full tide of hope flows in upon us. 

Mir. The ſpirit of our prophet, that inſpir'd me, 
Breath'd ſuch divine perſuaſion from my lips, 
As ſhook the reverend fathers. _— __Sirs, cried I, 

This fav'rite of — heav'n, who rules in battle, 
Before whoſe footitool tributary kings 
Bow the anointed head, born here in Mecca, 
Aiks but to be inroll'd a ſenator, 
And you refuſe his pray'r. Deluded ſages! 
Although your conqueror, he requeſts no more 
Than one day's truce, pure pity to yourſelves ! 
To fave you, if he can, and you—O ſhame 
At this a gen ral murmur ſpread around, | 
Which ſeem' d propitious to us 

Laph. Greatly carried! 


on | 
Mir. Then ſtraight th' inflexible Alcanor 
Flew through the aſſembling all the people, 


To bar our prophet. Thither too I fled, 
— * the ſame exhorted, threatned, 
ill they unhing' d the gates, and gave free pa 
To Mazhomet and his - a. ped ang 
And his diſhearten'd party, ſtrove t oppoſe him; 
Serene and dauntleſs through the gazing croud, 
With more than haman majeſty he mov'd, 
Bearing the peaceful olive, whilſt the truce 
Was inftantly proclam'd—— — 
Pal. But where's the prophet ? 
Mir. Redlind in vonder grot that joigs the temple, 


JIE. B 3 abb. 
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Zath. There let us haſte 
With dutcous ep, IT CARE beloe Me: 
LExeunt. 


SCENE Changes to a ſpacious Grotto. Mahomet 
. avith the Alcoran before him: Hercides, Ammon, A- 
li, &c. attending at a Diftance. 


Mah. Glorious hypocriſy | what fools are they, 
Who, fraught with luſtful or ambitious views, 
Wear not thy ſpecious maſk. Thou, Alcoran ! 
Hatt won more battles, ta'en more cities for me, 
Than thrice my feeble numbers had — 


My pore ip-or's r: 

r 

That faith may dawn, and, like a morning-ſtar, 

Be herald to my riſing. 

Lead them to know, and to adore my god; 

But above all, to fear kim Lo Palmira! 
[Exeunt Hereides, Cc. 

Her angel face, with unfeign'd bluſhes ſpread, 

Prockums the purity that dwells within. 


Enter Mia van, Zarunxa, and Pax uin. 
[To many i The hand of war was ne'er before ſo barba> 


Never bore from tne half fo rich a ſpeib 
As thee, my fair. 

Pal. Joy to my heav'nly guardian! 
Joy to the world that Mahomet's in Mecca | | 

Mah. My child, let me embrace — 

this, Zaphna! 

Thou here | 

Zaph. kneeling.) My father, chief, and holy — 
The god that thow'rt inſpir' d by, 1 
Ready, for thee, to wade through ſeas of * 
Or cope with death itſelf, I hither halten'd 


To yield myſelf an Doſtage, and with zeal | 
th 


* 2 wo 


Mah, 
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Miah. Twas not well, raſh boy: 
He that does more than I command him, errs 
As much as he who faulters in his duty, 
And is not for my purpoſe——1 obey 
My — obey thou me. 
Pal. Pardon, my gracious Lord, his well - meant ar- 
dour, 
Brought up from tender infancy beneath 
The f — of thy ſacred patronage, 
Zaphna and l've been animated ſtill 
By the ſame ſentiments: alas, great prophet, 
I've had enough of wretchedneſs——to languiſſi 
A priſoner here, far both from him and you: 
8 udge me not then the ray of conſolation 
is preſence beam'd, nor cloud my dawning hope 
Of riſing freedom and felicity. 
Mah Palmira, tis enough, I read thy heart 
Be not alarm'd ; tho' burden'd with che cares 
Of thrones and altars, ſtill my guardian eye 
Will watch o' er thee, as o'er the univerſe. 
Follow my generals, Zaphna: fair Palmira, 
Retire, and pay your powerful vows to heav'n, 
no wrongs but from Alcanor. 


[Zaphna and Palmira go out ſeparately. 
Mirvan 


Attend thou here——'Tis time, my truſty ſoldier, 
My long try'd friend, to lay unfolded to thee 
The cloſe reſolves and counſels of my heart. 

The tedious length of a precarious fiege 

May damp the preſent, ardour of my troops, 

And check me in the height of my career. 

Let us not give deluded mortals leiſure, 

By reaſon, to diſperſe the myflic. gloom 

We've caſt about us. Prepoſſeſſion, friend, . 
Reigns monarch of the millian——Mecca's crowd 


Gaze at my rapid victories, and think 

Some awful power directs my arm to conqueſt. 

But whilit our friends once more renew tinir efforts, 

To win the wav'ring people to our intereſt, 

What think' thou, ſay, of Zaphna and Palmira? 

Mir. As of thy moſt refign'd and faithful vaſſals. 
Mah. O! Mirvan, they're the deadlieſt of my 2 3 


Mir. How ! | 
Mah. Yes, they love each other 
Mir. Well — What crime 
Mah. What crime, doit IIA Gy 
frailty, then 

My life's a combat, keen auſterity 

Subjects my nature to abſtemious bearings. 

Tre baniſh'd from my lips that trait'roos liquor, 

That either works to practices of outrage, 

Or melts the manly breaſt to woman weakneſs; 

Or on the burning ſands, or deſert rocks, 

With hes . of climates, 

Freeze at the pole, a tracts bobcat Be the. 

For all theſe toils love only can retaliate, . 

The only conſolation or reward 

Fruit of my labours, idol of my incenſe, 

Aud ſole divinity that I adore. 

Know then, that | prefer this young Palmira 

To all the ripen'd beauties that attend me; 

Dwell on her accents, doat upon ber ſmiles, 

And am not mine but her's: now judge, my friend, 


How vaſt the jea rr 


When at his feet he dai 
Avow a foreign love, and, tele 
Give Mahomet a rival? 
2 How! and Mahomet 
2 
„ 
Learn then, that both my rival, and my love, 
Sprang from the loins of this audacious tyrant. | 
Mir. Alcan oer | 5 * 
Mah. Is their father ; old Hercides, 
To whole fage inſtrucion | commit 4 1 1 244-14 
My captive infants, late reveaF'd it to me — 
Perdition ! I myſelf light up their flame, 
And fed it till I ſet myſelf on fire. 
Well, means muſt be employ d; but fee, the father: 
He comes this way, and launches from his eye 
Malignant ſparks of enmity and 
Mirvan, fee all ta en care of; ler Mereides, 
With his eſcorte, beſet yoo gate; bid A 


— 


. ®  - * 
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Make proper diſpoſition round the temple; 
This done, return, a nnd render me account pj 


Of what ſucceſs we meet with mongſt the people: 
Then, Mirvan, we'll determine, or to looſe, 


Or bridle in our vengeance, as it ſuits. 


[Exit Mirvan. 
Enter Al canon. 
Mat. Why doſt thou fart, Alcanor? whence that 


horror ? 
Is then my fight ſo baneful to thee ? | 

Alc. Heav'ns ! | 
Muſt I then bear this? Ay Adopt nm oy 
On terms of peace, this ſpoiler of the earth? 

W 22 old man, without a bluſh, fince 

v'n 
For ſome high end, decrees our future union. 

Alc. I bluſh not for myſelf, but thee, thou tyrant; 
For thee, bad man ! who com'lt with ferpent guile 
To ſow diſſention in the realms of peace; 

Thy very name ſets families at variance, 
Twixt ſon and father, burſts the bonds of nature, 
And ſcares endearment from the'nuptial pillow ; - 
Ev'n truce, with thee, is a new 
For leave to plunge the in our hearts. 
And is it, inſolent diſſembler! thus 
Thou com to give the fons of Mecca 
And me an unknown god? —— 

U 3 
That unknown god ſhould ſpeak in thunder for me : 
But here with thee Id ad 2 man. 

Alc. 1 what urge in thy de- 
That like a hunger-ftung and rav'nous wolf, 
Prowling for prey, thou traverſeſt the world, 

Seizing on all that comes within thy graſp. | 

Mab. Each nation of the peopled glebe by turns 
Have ſoar'd to triumph, and immortal fame ; 3 
At length Arabia's happy hour is come. 

Her gen'rous ſons too long, alas! unknown, 
Have ſuffer'd all their glory to lie buried : 


New days, by vict ry mark d, at length proceed, 


And 


rr — ——— 


# — —— — — — — 


Their ineffeftive laws; Pm therefore come, 
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And Mecca's now the defiin'd ſeat of 8 M 
Alc. TOES Peas, ö 

But in a biget tyrant's triple curſe. 

eb. Behold from arch to dd the rarag'd globe 

Lies deſolate, a waſte of crumbled empires, | 

Perſia Rill bleeding, and her throne revers'd, 

India yok d to flav'ry, Egypt ſpoid, 

And Conſtantine's late grandeur now no more. 

Behold the well-built Roman empire mould ring 

On ev ry fide; whilſt, beneath 


Its own enormous weight, its ſcatter'd members, 


Like branches from the parent-tree lopt off, 
Lie dead aud wither d On this wreck of nations 
Let lov'd Arabia riſe : a new religion, 


New laws, new and a new wanting, 
To rouſe Cp a 2 


Alc. To deeds of rapine, bloodſhed, and impoſture t 
Aah. Minos in Crete; in Aſia 5 


At Egypt fam'd Okris ; and in Latium 
The pious Numa, gave thoſe barb rous people 


After a thouſand annual ſans, to baniſh 
Under © oa NE 
one 

Alc. At thy nod, then. 

menaces model en! 1 71 
Wouldꝰ ſt 2 to believe alike: 
N l 
Or lay a claim to and priefthood ? 

Mah. The right. that a reſaled —— forks 
Has oer the grov'ling inſtin& of the — 
Alc. — good heav'ns! Have * _— 


Mahomet, 
When void of wealth, inheritance, 1 
Rank'd with the lowelt of the low at Mea? 
Dre feeble man 
che low inſect lurking 2 gr, 
And the me winch. aleft 


. 7 F 


In the eternal — WR 1 
It is not birth, magnificence, or Pow , -- a 
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But virtue only makes the diff Yence "twizt chem. 
Ale. apart. ] CT 


lips? 

" Mah. By virtue's » anne piniens hee on high, 
Heav'n met my zeal, gare me in ſolemn charge 
Its ſacred laws, then bade me on and publiſh. 

Alc. And did heav's bid thee on and plunder too? 
Mah. My law is aftive, and inflames the foul 
With thirſt of glory: what can thy dumb gods? 
. 

Thy flothful ſect difgrace the h 
Enervate'lifalefs images of men! | 
Mine bear th' intrepid ſoul ; my faith ann 

— Buidbuy or doth, where, 
By e wret art rais'd to homage. 

Mah. Hear me, thy Mecca trembles at my name: 
If therefore thou would ſt fave thyſelf or city, 
Embrace my proffer'd friendſhip What, to-day, 

I thus ſolicit, 1 command to-morrow. 

Alc. Contract with thee a friendſhip ! Sams } 
Know'ſt thou a god cau work that miracle? 

Mah. I do Neceſfity. ' Thy intereſt. ' 

Alc. Intereſt is thy god, equity is mine. 
Propoſe the tie * 428 8 
Say, ist the loſsof thy ill-fated fon, ' . 
Who in the field fell vietim to my rage, | 


Is Mark me then well, and learn th' important ſecret | 

| BR ne nn. 
Alc. Lire! | * 
. ———— hath Neve a - | {3 
Alc. ue boch? | 


4 . Propitious-heav'ns ! 2 Mahomet, for ne, 
4 3 Mcthinks+4#-could held endleſs converſe with thee, 
an. what's their portion! liberty, or bondage !— 

Mah. Bred in my camp, and tutor d in wy Jaw, | 
ps wait upon my will. 4 . 


F i 2 before he ſpeaks. RA WRIT. 
Farewell. * «ans - 4 


a 
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Maß. Why, are thee well then——<hurliſh dotard: 
Inexorable fool ! now, by my-arms, 


I will have great revenge; n meet ſcorn 
With triple retribution. — 


Euter Mixvax. 

Well, my Mirvan, 
What fay'ſt thou to it now? 

Mir. Why, that Alcanor, 
Or we, muſt fall. 1 

Mah. Fall then the obdurate rebet! - Father pet 
1 Mir. The truce expires to- morrow, n 
| Again is Mecca's maſter, and. has v 
| 


Deſtruction on thy head; the ſenate too 
Have paſs'd thy doom. 
Mab. Thoſe heart - child, als e 
Plae d on the bench of floth, with eaſe can nod, 
| And vote a man to death; why don't the cowards 


P Stand me in Poder plain?" Wick half thi a. 
7 headlgng.to their. walls.fos ſhelter ; 


| I drove em 
| And he was deem d the wiſeſt ſenator, 

That enter'd firſt the gate ; — chink - 
They've got me in the toil, their ſpirita mount, 
And they could prove maſt valoruus aſſaſſins— 
Well, this I like -I always:ow'd niy * 

To oppoſition; had I. not met ſiruggle " 
1s been obſeure—enough——periſh Alcanor! : 
He marbFd up, the phant popalace, 1 26h 
Thoſe dppes.of novcley, will bend before us | 
Like ofiers to a hurricane  - 


Mir. No time 
Is to be loſt; | | £5464 8115 

Mah. ers who l N 
For, 2 ill watt Los + BER? 
Appearances, dad dag ie with — 

Mir. True, my fog ebiel..—Whis think thoy 


then of 


Mah. Of Zaphkea faſt bon! 
Mir. Tes, \ Alcaadr's hoſtage ——— 


| He can in prirate de thee vengeance on him, 
N 


C „ 


— 


nn 


n 


Aa 


The only fon of thy 
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And more zealous, would not riſk it: 
Youth is the ſtock, whence grafted ſuperſtition 
Shoots wath unbounded vigour. He's a flave 


To thy deſpotie faith, and urg d by thee, 


However mild his nature may a . 
Howe'er humane and noble is his fpirit, 
Or ſtrong his reaſon, where allow'd to reaſon, . 
He would for berg u fake, martye half mankind. 
Mah. The brother of Palmira? . 
Mir. Yes, that brother, 


. . 

"hs. 
o 

1 


foe. 

Mah. 1 hate the „lethe his very name: 
The manes of my —— tka ben 
On the curkt fire; but then, thou know'it my love, 
Know'ſt frm whole blood ſhe ſprang ; 2 — 
And yet Tm here fartounded wich a gulph 
to frallow me; come. tos, in queſt 
Of altars and = throne— What muſt be done?—- 
My . i&y 
When fraught with thunder's fatal burſt 
f. ne OINabe finck.. 


And ſhall enervating, contagious love, 
Hag my aſpiring 22 
To woman 


S 


Glory: — — 
And great revenge, impetuous urge their claims, 
And muſt be notic'd. Mirvan, found this youth: 
Tonk ectar eo Eng 
But make due preparation. -- -//' 

Mir. I'll attack him | 
e.: 73 
There lies our ſtrength.” ' > 1 2 


Mah. Firſt then, 1 1 
To aa whatever heav's by me eajoins him. 


Hints too af black by this Alcazor 
Upon Palmira's virtue, and h | 
But to the proof——Be now prophivas, fortune, 


—— 


For ſome great act, a tn 


MAHOMET. 


__ACT m. 
Tarnna and Patnins. 


Zarnua. 


LCANOR claim a private conference with us 
| What has he to unfold ? 
Pal. I tremble, Zaphna. 
Zaph. Time preſs'd too, did he fay? 
Pad. He dd; then caſt 
A look fo pi on me, u bel d 


I Wi ants, 


Then, ſtarting, left 
Zaph. fide] Hah! th this gives me fear | 
Thar Miran jealoufes are we well grounded ; 
But I muſt not diftra@ her tender boom 
With viſionary terrors. Nr private ( 
Pal. In private both. | 
Her virtue, and my life ! + Lari. 


Zaph. 
It cannot be; ſo reverend a form 


Corinne tn inmey 9s ich Meck Gevices. 
Pal. But let us ſhun it, Zaphna ; much I fear 
Alcanor has deceiv' us; dread the treach'ry 
OF this/bloed-rhivſty ſenate. Truſt me, Zaphna, 
They've ſworn the extirpation of our faith, 
Nov care by what vile means ——— 
Zaph. My fouFs beſt treafure, 
For whole ſecurity . 
Is up in arms, of my on; 
— —ä— We FO ma meet him 
Intrepid inftamly, 
To r This hour, Palmira, 
Mirvan, by order of our royal pontiff, 
to/folemwize ſome 48 of worſhip 
Of a more hallow'd and myſterious kmd, 
Than will adi of vulgar eye. Myſelf 
Alone am honour'd to abſt. cb 
Pal. Alone! | 
 Zapb. Yes, to devote wyfelf by 


folemn vow 
Pal. 
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Pal. What act: 
Zaph. No matter, fince my lov'd Palmira 
Shall be the glorious recompence.—— 

Pal. Oh Zaphna ! 
Methinks I do not like this ſecret vow! 
Why muſt not I be preſent? were I with thee 
I ſhould not be fo anxious; Fd then guard thee 
*Gainſt aught that offer'd in the ſnape u * 
For, truſt me, Zaphna, my affection. for thee 
Is of that pure, diſintereſted nature, f 
So free from paſſion a taint, Pye no-one wiſh * 
To have thee more than thus; . 
Share thy low d c, wait upon thy welfare, 
And view thee with:g-ſiſter's ſpoilels eye. 

Zaph. Angelic excellence!  '' .- _ 

_ Pal. And, let me tell-thee,! *' 4 


Tet, pn of all th rage thr ought Ws fre me 
N 

is hard to hate, where one's inclin'd to love. 
Pal. How has heav'n fraught our love- "link'd hearts, 


- + 


- Wi 


- — 
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With the ſame thoughts, averſions, au defires! 
„ 
That thunders-hatred to all inftdels, 
With temorſe I ſhould accuſe Alcanor. by 
Z aphc:Let.us ſhake off this vain. remorſe, Palmira, 
Reſign ourſelves to heav'n, and ad its pleaſure, 
The hour a come thas I mut r vo. | 
Doubt not but the ſupreme, who this ſervice, 
Will prove propinous to our chaſte endenrments. 
Favewelly'all Jove love; I iy to gain the fammit 
-Of-earth's fehcity ———to Palmira. [ Exit. 
Pal. Whereis 3 tern me ©, W all fafpicion | | 
What meam this vow ? Miran, I Rhe thee not. | 
Alcanor too diſtracts my tim'rous breaſt! 
— — 1 invoke him ! 
Like one benighted, midſt a place of tombs, 
I gaze around me, ſtart. at ev'ry motion, 
And ſeem hemm'd in by viſionary ſpectres. 


From rhicſe heart-rending terrors.— Ha who's here? 
ee Euter Manon r. 


Tris be! 'tis Mahomet himſelf; kind heav'n 
Has ſent him to my aid—My gracious Lord, 
n n 

ve Zaphna, guard him from — 

Aab. From what!—— Why, Zaphna? 
Whence this vain terror? is he not with us? 

Pal. O Sir, you double now my 
Thoſe broken 4ctents; and that eager look, ' 
_—_— guilh ſmothering at the heart, 
N wor . 
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Let me implore forgiveneſs, if in ought 
I have offended ;. ral not to me thus; {1 
A frown from thee, [mp father.and my king. ; ib | 
Is death to. poor Palmira. Say then, Mahomet, | 
Didſt thou not deign to juſtify his choice? | 
Didi thou av inthis very place peſt him = { 
To tender me bis vows? . a N 
Mah. gut.] His vous! per dition): Ll 2M 
How the ſoft trairreſsracks'me!{—Riſe, 8 | 
[ Apart.] Down rebel love! +E-mult be calm. 
come hither ; rs e 5 \ 
Beware; raſh. maid, of fuch imprudens fieps, - if 
They lead to guilt. What wild, pernicious errors 
Mayn't the heart yield to, if mou greatly. mateV/d 6 
Pal. In loving Zaphna, fure it cannot err; 


This theme delights yu % og 2 

Pal. I muſt on it does. 
Yes, my great maſter; for I ſtill have. thoughe - 
That heav'n itſelf approv'd of my affection, 
And gave a ſanction to our m ardours. 
From heav'n, you oft” have told us, ev'ry bent 
And proper tendency of nature ſprings, 
Heav'n knows not change ; how. can. then to-day | 
Condemn a paſſion yeſter's fun approv'd? 1. 271 
| Can what was virtue once be now a'crime? - a 

Can I be Y ay 2: ogg VP; 
You ! I ted P 
Child of my care, and pupil of my faith! 45 
You, whom my partial fondneſs. Eu digingyiſh d Py 
From all the captive youth. that graꝶm m triump! 
And yon, who now, without my! leave; permit |. 
A ſlave to bear thee from my ght for eve |- 

Pal. No, we both live, gay more, die f 
And, O my Lord, if all that earth can offer 
LY Of grandeur, opulence, or pleaſure, Se „ -4 4 
Shall make me deaf to grautude's demands, * 

* ** e ; 
b un ty; . 32 


by | 


Ui 1. 


x 


14 
1 
* * 
1 - 
1 
1 
4 


Andi 
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| Vengeance. on my 

Mgh. apart. Fi@tzpbna again!. fic ll ell 
* N= 

Pai. Sl u 15 5 
What ſadden / ſtart of N 

Mat. O, nothing; ; pray retire a while; take conrage, 
I'm not 2 — * » 
The depth of thy young heart. I praiſe thy choice. 
Truſt then thy deareſt int reſt to my boſom; 
But know, your fate depends on your Obedience. 5 
If I have been a guardian to your youth, + :. 
If all my laviſh,bounties paſt, weigh aught, EN ali V 
Deſerve the future bleſſings which await you. 5 
Howe'er the voice of heav n diſpoſe of _ 
Confirm him in. the path. where. duty leads, 
That he may keep his vow, and merit the. 

Pal. Dilſtruſt him not, my ſov'reign, — 
Diſdains to lag in love or — 25 

Mah. Enough of words 2 * 

Pal. As, bolcly, I've avow'd 2602 L 


The love I bear that hero at your far, 


Il now to him, and fire his gen'rous breaſt, 
To prove the duty he has ſworn to thee. ¶ Exit Palmira. 


|  Manoner alone. . .f. 
Mah. Confuſion! ault 1, ſpite 9 me, be made * f 
The confident of N e us ps ry 5 
What could 1 fag? 35 ch. Peet . 
Lur'd down 255 ently a | 


The arrow thro eh or 74 ee 
Be made hg. Herd g cart NN * . 
Check'd in 1 rapi popes n | 
A. 220 love . 
at) — to r 11 
Role deteſted race 


a ; 


kun, Mrivkx.. 


44 


Mir. Wy Maa the to vn Mee, 


Cruſh this Aleangr. ARE ERIN FIND: -. 

This night the old enthuſtaſt offers ic 

To his vain gods in facred Caaba. [ 

Zaphaa, who Lats wich tea for bern and ther, 
May 

2 LY 
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He's tutor'd to accompliſh deſign. T ei 
Palmira too, + =» — {2B BY 
Will nerve his arm to execute thy pleaſure, * + 6 
Love and enthuſiaſm blind her youth: 

They're ſtill moſt zealous who're moſt i 


Whoſe laws | publiſh, whoſe behefts proclaim, 


Liſten, whilſt I unfold bis ſacred will. 


'Tis thine to vindicate his ways to man, 
| $3 is . 


I 


pi 


"4 
f 


7 
FF 
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— 


Or ſee with their own eyes; w 


| Thou poor, weak rebel to thy th and love? 
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But heed me; tis nos by a act | 

Ae kde, un den pro ther; | 

This infidels themſelves may boaſt, when led 

Rx aſtentation, ge, 6r brutechke raſpnefs, — 

To do whate'er heav'n. gives in ſacred — 

Nor dare to ſound its fathomlefs decrees, 

This, and this only's meritorious zeal. - | 

Aftend, adore, obey ; thou ſhalt be arm d. n 

By death's remorſeleſs angel, which awaits me. 
e — 2a 

1. u : (it 

What tyrant, ſacrifice? whoſe blood r thou? 
Mah. The blood of a deteſted infidel, - ay | 

A murderer, a foe to heav'a and me. | 

A wretch who flew my child, Manes my. god, 

And like à huge Coloſſus bears a world - P 

Of i _— _—_—— 1 * 

The blood of eurſt Alcanor. 13 397997 | 

Zaph. I! ——Alcanor! GEM 

Mah. What! doſt thou hefitate ? raſh youth, beware 

He that deliberates is ſacrilegious. 

Far, far from me be thoſe audacious mortals, 

r 2 2 


's 


Was never born a proſelyte — me. 
Know who [ am: now, du this very ſpot, 

Pre charg'd thee with the juſt decree of heav'n. 
And when that heavn r 
Than the hare of ring of its ten "HAN 
Nay, thy foe mine, why thou doſt balance, | 
As thy own e 7 claim di * 
Go, vile idolater, falſe Muſſulman, 
S a new faith. 

Mah... Juſt when the prize ls ready, . 
When fair Palmira's deftin'd to 1 arms 
But what's Palmira? or what's n to thee, 


Go, ſerve and cringe to our Arden foe. 12 
Zaph. O pardo Sakai,” methinks I hear 

* oracle of heav'in—it ſhall be done. 5 

Met. Obey then, ſtrike, and for his impious wn 


p< 2 
e 
EAN 
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Palmira's charms and paradiſe be thine. 
Do W and Tet 
Be fx on cr movement of is ful. | {Em | 

| Zaruna alone. 


Zaph. Safi, let me rhink—adis Qoty wears the face | 


Of ſomething more than b * wp anman Lame 
4497 
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1 

apy + t e 
vo is d 

Ye gern, ——— of were, | 


* 14 


Come to my ſuccour; to my 
Join determin d 
Bani pity. 
Of Mabomet, 
2 STOR... 
Give me the ſcorpion's , the bakiliſk's eye, 
That I may ek, and till 1 can murder. 
Hah ! who comes here! 

Ale. Whence, Zaphns, that deep gloom, 3 
That like a mildew on the ear . 


Of promis d 'blackens Ger thy viſage? _ 
Grieve not that her, thro form, thov art conf'd 2 


bloody carnage, by by this race ae 

For a few moments, like a torrent check d * 

In its fall flow, vin with redoubled frength N 
me » MY, @ rouch'd 

Earn 1 

Sworn foes to Mahomer, and all his friends. | 

For when confuſion reigns, and infurrection, 


With 
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N — ſtreet . 
2 

In this ſbene of public horror, 

Be then, youth, theſe manſions thy a 


IA be thy haflnge now, and with my life 
Will nafoer ther no miſchief ſhelf beral thee, 
I know G0 ey: Rn. 


And labour to redreſs em. Sacred 

Root from the fair creation thoſe dice trends, 

plunder and oppreſfion. 
3 melody theſe accents make? 


my ſo 

Turns its = faculty into attention; 

And whilſt my own religion ſpurs to murder, | | 

His precepts of hamanity 

[To Ae. Can then a foe to Mah'met's facred law, 

Be virtue's friend? 

Ac. Thou know'lt but little, Zaphna, 

If thou doſt think true virtue is confin'd 

To climes or ſyſtems; no, it fows ſpontaneous, 

Like lifes warm eam et the whole erea-· 
| tion, 42 

And beats the * of a healthful heb, 

Thy tender ſpirit, by this tyrant ford, 

Holds all but Muffnlmen for criminals. 

Thou look on me with horror, ere thou know me; 

Whilſt barb'rous prejudice, with yoke of iron, | 

Weighs down thy reaſon, warps thy honeft foul, 

And turns thy actions counter to thy will. 

How canſt thou, Zaphna; worſhip for thy god 

A being claiming cruelty and murders 


From his adorers? * 
* 2 O mx relenting foul! rt almoſt 


From thy by neue pray you, Sir, * 


> 
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Talk me not into treaſom el heav'n, A. bnd 5 | 
Mahomet at once. [afart. e realous penct} | 
Of: has er progher faed. thy g ciftates, 
Like the bewild'ri — of ty x "nad + 
Deludes the mona te Hats ae mag ſhine, | 
Alc. — „ 1 — 
| * * Y 


* 


220 — — 
ink emanate rm bw ene , 
The mart my-breaſt cakes int're in kis welface.. 


[To 1 r 28 bk. 


To whom dan ow' thy birth whoſe gen 'rous blood 
Swells th i Sos. an a a begs. 
Zaph.. That wels in darkneſs, no one friendly beam 
E'er gave me glimpſe from whom I am deſcended. . 
The camp of godlike Mahomet has been | 
My cradle, and my country; whalft of all 
His captive infants no one more has ſhar'd EY 
The ſun-ſhine of his clemency and care. : 
Alc. I do not blame thy tude, young aaa. 
But why was Mahomer thy bnctato? 
Why was not I? L 
Heav'ns ! it reflecks te en cot oY 


. —— 


As half atones for bis attyocions. crimes. 


ſhy then, — ne banking & forker | 
to thee, and to the fair Palmira. 


Zapb. Qh! ' 1 | \ 
Ale. Whats the canky my Zaphna, of tha ih, 
And all that ; of a mother d anguiſh? 


Why didſt thou 2 
hay iy me before? ; 


Will pour in ruin on that curſe of nations. 
TFT can fave but thee, and fair Palmira 


„ 
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Of his abandon d minions be the victims 

For your deliverance=—1 muſt fave your blood. 

Zaph. apart.) Juſt heav'n! and is't not I muſt ſhed 
his blood ? 

Alc. Nay, tremble, if thou dar'ſt to hefitate—— 

Follow me ſtraight. 


Enter PharoN. 


Pha. Alcanor read that letter, 
Put in my hands this moment by an Arab 
With outmoſt ſtealth, and air beſpeaking ſomewhat 
Of high importance. 

Alc. reads.) Whence is this?: Hercides ! 
Cautious, my eyes! be ſure you're not miſtaken 
In what you here infinuate. Gracious heav'n ! 
Will then thy providence at length o'er-rule 
My wayward — and by one matchleſs bleſſing, 
Sweeten the ſuff rings of a threeſcore years! 

LAſier looking, for ſome time, earneſtly at Zaphna. 

Follow me. TEE 

Zaph. Thee But Mahomet——— 

Alc. Thy life 
And all its future bliſs dwells on this moment, 
Follow, I ſay. [Exeunt Alcanor and Pharon. 


Enter M1zvan and his attendants haſtily en the other fide 
of the age. 
Mir. to Zaph.J Traitor, turn back; what means 
This conference with the foe? To Mahomet 
Away, this inſtant he commands thy preſence. 
Zaph. apart.) Where am I? heav'ns! how ſhall 1 
now reſolve! 
How act! a precipice on ev'ry fide 
Awaits me, and the firſt leaſt ſtep's perdition. 
Mir. Young man, our prophet brooks not ſuch delay; 
Go, ſtop the bolt that's ready to be launch'd 
On thy rebellious head. 
Zaph. Yes, and renounce 
This horrid vow, that's poiſon to my ſoul. | 
[Exit with Mirvan, &c. 


D | Re- enter 
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Re. enter ALcanor and Posen 


Ale. Where is this Zaphna? but he flies meſtill: 
In vain I call in all the ſeft' ning arts | 
Of pity, love, and friendſhip to engage him : 
His breaſt is ſear'd by that impoſtor's precepts 
*Gainſt all who bid defiance to his laws. 
But, Pharon, didſt thou mark the baneful gloom, 
The ſomewhat like reluctance, rage, and pity, 
That blended fat upon his penſive brow ? 
Pha. I did: There's ſomething at his heart | 
Alc. There is | | 
Would I could fathom it! this letter, Pharon, 
His aſpect, age; the tranſport that I taſte 
When he is near me; the anxiety 
His abſence gives, do too much violence 
To my diſtracted ſenſe. Hercides here 
Defires to ſee me; twas his barbarous hands 
Fhat robb'd me of my children; they are living, 
He tells me, under Mahomet's protection; | 
And he has ſomething to unfold, on which 
Their deſtiny and mine depends. This Zaphna 
And young Palmira, vaſſals of that tyrant, 
Are ignorant from whom they are deſcended. 
Imagination's pre t with the thought. 
My wiſhes mock - Sinking with grief, 
I blindly catch at ev'ry flatt'ring error, | 
And fupplicate deception's ſelf fer fuccour. 
Pha. Hope, but yet fear, Alcanor; think, my chief, 
How many infants from their parents torn, 
Ere conſcious whoſe they are, attend that tyrant, 
Drink in his dictates, place their being in him, 
And deem him an infallible diſpenſer 
Of heav'n's deciſions ——— 
+ Ale. Well, no matter, Pharon. | 
At noon of night conduct Hercides hither : 
Thy maſter, in th' adjoining fane, once more 
Will importune the gods with prayers and incenſe, 
That he may fave his friends, and fee his children. 
Pha. Thou ſhait not find thy Pharon flack in ought 
That tends to thy deliverance from this anguiſh. 
| CIP [Exit a 
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Alc. Juſt heav'n, if, by erroneous thought or act, 
I have drawn down your fierce diſpleaſure on me, 
Point me to right; I'il onward to its goal 
With double energy; will expiate all, 
That in the days of ignorance might offend. : 
Only reſtore my children to my care, 
Give to my craving arms my hapleſs children, 
That I may form them, turn em back from wrong, 
Weed their young minds of thoſe pernicious errors 
The arch impoſtor has implanted in em; 
Train 'em in virtue's ſchool, and lead them on 
To deeds of glorious and immortal honour. [ Exit. 


ACT w. 
ManoneT's Apartment. 


ManromterT ahne. 


Mbition knows not confcience—well, this Zaphna 
Is fix d at length I leffon'd him fo home, 
Dealt to his young enthuſiaſtic ſoul 

Such promiſes and threats 


Enter Mixvan. 5 


Mirvan, What news? 
Mir. O, Mahomet, I fear the nice-wov'n =— 
Of our defign's unravell'd. Ere thy ſpirit 
Had re-inflam'd young Zaphna with the thirſt 
Of old Alcanor's blood, he had reveal'd 
The dreadful purpoſe to Hercides 
Mah. Hah ! 
Mir. Hercides loves the youth, and Zaphaa ail 
Has held him as a father. 
' Mah. That, I like not. 
What does Hercides ſay? thinks he with us? 
Mir. O no; he trembles at the very thought 
Of this dread ſcene, compaſſionates Alcanor, 
And 
Mah. He's but half a friend then, and half-friend 
Is not a fron from traitor. Mirvan, Mirvan, 
D 2 A dangerous 
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A dangerous witneſs muſt be ſome way dealt with; 
Am I obey'd? 

Mir. Tis done. 


Mah. Then for the reſt 
Or cer the harbinger of —. dawn 
Gleam in the eaſt, Alcanor thou muſt ſer, 
Or Mahomet and all his hopes muſt periſh. 
That's the firſt ſtep; then Zaphna, next for thee. 
Soon as thy hands have dealt the midnight miſchief, 
In thy own blood the ſecret muſt be — 
Thus quit of ſon and father (thoſe curſt rivals 
Who elbow me at once in love and grandeur,) 
Both Mecca, and Palmira, ſhall be mine. 
O tow ring proſpect! how it fills the eye 
Of my aſpiring, and enamour d foul ! 
Night, put on double ſable, that no ſtar 
May be a ſpy on thoſe dark — — 
Shall we accompliſh this? 

Mir. We ſhall, my chief. 

Mah. 4 — | though I ſeize his life Som whois the 


He's n 
Truſt me, thoſe partial ties of blood, and kindred, 
Are but ti illufive taints of education: 
What we call nature is mere habit, Mirvan ; 
That habit's on our fide; for the whole ſtudy 
creature's life has been obedience ; 

deed wg. ang and act, as pleaſur d me. 
But hold, the hour, on which our fortune hangs, 
Is now at hand. , While Zaphna ſeeks the temple, 
Let us look round us, fee that not a wheel 

in the vaſt machine we have at work. 
It is ſucceſs that conſecrates our actions. 


The vanquiſh'd rebel, as a rebel, dies; 
The victor · rebel plumes him on a throne. [Exeunt, 


SCENE changes to the Temple. 
Enter Lavuna, with a drawn fword in his hand. 


Zaph. Well then, it muſt be ſo; I muſt diſcharge 
This cruel duty ————Mahomet enjoins it, 
And heav'n thro? him demands it of my hands, 
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Horrid, tho' ſaered act My foul ſhrinks back, 
And won't admit conviction Ay, but — 
Heav'n's call I muſt obe O dire obedience 
What doſt thou coſt me! my humanity ! 

Why, duty, art thou thus at war with nature? 


Enter Par MIRA. 


Thou here, Palmira! O! what fatal tranſport 
Leads thee to this ſad place, theſe dark abodes, 
Sacred to death? thou haſt no buſineſs here. 
Pal. O Zaphna, fear, and love, have been my guides. 
What horrid facrifice is this enjoin'd thee ? 
What victim does the god of Mahomet 
Claim from thy tender hand? 
Zaph. My guardian angel, 
On whoſe determination ever turns 
The hinge of my elections; ſpeak, reſolve me; 
How can aſſaſſination be a virtue? 
How can the gracious parent of mankind 
Delight in mankind's ſuff rings! mayn't this prophet, 
This great announcer of his heav' nly will, 
Mitake i it once ? 
Pal. O tremble.to examine. 
He ſees our hearts to doubt is to blaſpheme. 
Zaph. Be ſteady then my ſoul, firm to thy purpoſe, 
And let religion ſteel thee againſt pity. 
Come forth, thou foe to Mahomet and heav'n, 
And meet the doom thy rebel faith deſerves ; 
Come forth, Alcanor. 
Pal. Who? Alcanor? 
Zaph. Yes. 
Pal. The good Alcanor! 
Zaph. Why d'ye call him good? 
Can impious have fellowſhip with good ? 
Curſe on his pagan virtues! he muſt die; 
So Mahomet commands. And yet, methinks, 
Some other deity arreſts my arm, 
And whiſpers to my heart ——Zaphna, forbear. 
Pal. Diſtracting ſtate ! 
Zaph. Alas, my dear Palmira, 
I'm weak, and ſhudder at this bloody bus nefß: | 


Yet the beheſt of heav'n, howe'er it ſeem 
D 3 To 
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To croſs on nature, or take captive reaſon, 
Is facred to the will, and claims obedience. 
Help me, O help, Palmira; I am torn, 
Diſtracted with this conflict in my breaſt, 

I'd not be barbarous, nor facrilegious; 

I find, I wear not an aſſaſſin's heart, 

Yet heav'n here bids me wear aſſaſſin's hands. 
Zeal, horror, love, and pity ſeize my breaſt, 
And drag it diff rent ways. Alas, 

You ſee me tofling on a ſea of paſſions, 

An ebb and flow of contrarieties, 

Which now ſeem kindly wafting me to ſhore, 
And the next moment plunge me back again 
Into the boſom of th' outrageous deep. 
"Tis thine, my angel, to appeaſe this tempeſt, 
Fix my diſtracted will, and teach me 

Pal. What? | 
_ What can I teach thee in this ſtrife of paſſions? 

O Zaphna! I revere our holy prophet, 
Think all his laws are regiſter'd in heaven, 
And every mandate minted in the ſkies. 

Zaph. But then to break through hoſ] _— 

And murder him by whom we are protected ! 

O! it makes reaſon ſtag will rebel, 

And the whole tribe of 3 paſſions 

Riſe up in arms, and combat with the duty. 
Pal. O poor Alcanor ! gen'rous, good Alcanor! 
My heart bleeds for thee. 

|  Zaph. Does it bleed for him? 

Were Zaphna's fate as piteous as his, 

*T would bleed for Zapbna too. 

Pal. Canſt thou doubt that? 

Zaph. Know then, unleſs I a& this horrid ſcene ; 
Unleſs J plunge this dagger in the breaſt 
Of that old man, I muſt be more undone, 

A more forlorn, abandon'd, — 1 
Than earth e er bore, I muſt 

Pal. What 

| Zaph. Muſt, Palmira 
(O agonizing thought!) loſe thee for ever. 


This tyrant prophet (heav'n forgive my raſhneſs! 
| makes this ſacrifice * 


Our royal pontiff 
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The price, by which I muſt obtain Palmira. 
Pal. Am I the price of good Alcanor's blood? 
Zaph. So Mahomet ordains. 

Pal. Can cruelty 
And love join hands? 
Zaph. Alas, they muſt, Palmira, 
If ours are ever join'd. Heav'n's ſubſtitute 
Will ol q- thee only to a murderer. 
Horrible dow'ry ! 
— But if heav'n enjoins it, | 

If by this dreadful action I can ſerve 

Love and religion 
Pal. Is that poſſible? 
Zaph. Thou know'ſt the curſe our prophet has de- 

nounc'd 

Of endleſs tortures on the diſobedient : 

Thou know'ſt with what an oath I've bound myſelf, 

To vindicate his laws, extirpate all 

That dare oppoſe his progreſs. Say then, fair one, 

Thou tutoreſs divine, inſtruct me how, 

How to obey my chief, perform my oath, 

Yet liſt to mercy's call. 

Pal. This rends my heart. 
Zaph. How to — being baniſh'd thee for ever. 


Pal. 222 muſt that e er 
be? 


Pal. What doom re 11 
Zaph. Yes, thou haſt ſeal'd his death. 
Pal. What did I fay? I ſeal his death! did I? 
Zaph. Twas heav'n ſpoke by thee ; thowrt its oracle, 
And I'll fulfil its laws. This is the hour 
In which he pays, at the adjoining altar, I 
Black rites to his i imaginary _ 
Follow me not, Palmira. 
Pal. I muſt follow, 
I will not, dare not leave thee. 
 Zaph. Gentle maid, 
I beg thee fly theſe walls, thou can'ſt not bear | 
This horrid ſcene O theſe are dreadful moments ! 
Be gone quick this May. Pal 
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Pal. No, I'll follow thee, 
Re-tread thy ev'ry footltep, tho' they lead | 
To the dark gulph of death. There is no horror 
So chilling to the blood, not any 
So bitter to the ſoul, but I could 
With tranſport, rather than the fingle * 
That Zaphna felt one pang I did not ſhare. 

ZLaph. Thou matchleſs maid !——To the dire trial 

then. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE draus, and diſcovers the inner part of the 
Temple, with a Pagan altar and imager. Alcanor ad- 
dreſſing bimſel if t to the idols. | 


Ar cAx OR. 


Eternal powers, that deign to bleſs theſe manſions, 
Protectors of the ſons of Iſhmael, 
Attend the vows I offer for my country. 
Let Mecca ſtand ſecure amongfl the nations, 
And ſtem the rage of rapine and impoſture. 
Blaſt, blaſt this blaſphemous mvader's force, 
And turn him back with ſhame. If pow'r be yours, 
O ſhield your injur'd votaries, and lay 
Oppreſſion bleeding at your altar's foot. 


Enter ZAPHNA and PALMIRA. | 
Pal. enteriig.] Act not this bloody deed; O fave 


him, fave hi 
Zaph. Save him, and loſe both paradiſe and thee ! 
Pal. _ yonder he ſands—O Zaphna, all wy 
bl 
Is frozen at the ſight. 
Alc. Tis in your own behalf that 1 implore 
The terrors of your might; tis the laſt hour 
You'll cer be worſhipp'd in this facred dome, 
This hallow'd Caaba, unlefs you ſwift 
Pour vengeance on this vile apoſtate's head, 
Who dares profanely wreſt your thunder * vou, 
And lodge it with an unknown, fancy'd god. 
Zaph. Hear how the wretch „ 30, now— 
Pal. Hold, Zaphna. 


3. Let me N 
aui. Let me 80 — 70 
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Pal. I cannot cannot. 
Alc. But if, for reaſons, which dim - ſighted mortals 
Can't look into, you'll crown this daring rebel 
With royalty and prieſthood, take my life. 
And if, ye gracious pow'rs, you've ought of bliſs 
In ſtore for me, at my laſt hour permit me 
To fee my children, pour my bleſſing on them, 
Expire in their dear arms ; and let * eloſe 
Theſe eyes, which then would wiſh no after-ſight. 
Pal. His children, did he ſay? 
Zaph. I think he did 
Alc. For this I'll at your altar pay my vows, 
And make it ſmoke with incenſe. 


[Retires behind the altar 
Zaph. RR, 


Pal. Stay but one moment, Zaphna. 

Zaph. It muſt not be unhand me. 

Pal. What to do? 

Zaph. To ſerve my god and king, and merit thee. 
[Breaking from Palmira, ons gaing — the 


Ha! what are ye, ye terrifying ſhades? 

What means this lake of that lies before me? 
Pal. O Zaphna, let us fly theſe horrid roofs. 
Zaph. No, no——Go on, ye miniſters of death; 

Lead me the way. I'll follow ye. 

Pal. Stay, Zaphna. - 

Heap no more horrors on me; I'm expiring 

Beneath the load. 

Zaph. Be huſht — the altar trembles ! 

What means that omen? Does it ſpur to murder, 

Or would it rein me back? No, 'tis the voice 

Of heav'n itſelf, that chides my lingering hand. 

Now fend up thither all thy vows, Palmira, 

Whilſt I obey its will, and give the ſtroke. 

[ Goes out behind the altar after Alcanor. 
Pal. What vows! will heav'n receive a murderer's 
vows? 

For ſure I'm ſuch, whilſt I prevent not murder. 

Why beats my heart thus? What ſoſt voice is this 
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That's waken'd in my ſoul, ang grenades mevey ? 
| If 2cav'n demands his life, dare I oppoſe? 

Is it my place to judge?—Hah ! that dire groan 
Proclaims the bloody bus'neſs is about. 
Zaphna! O Zaphna! 


Re-enter ZAPHNA. 


2400. "Hah! where am 1? | 
Who calls me? Where's Palmira? She's not here: 
What fiend has ſnatch'd her from me? 
Pal. Heav'ns! he raves! 

Doſt thou not know me, Zaphna ? her who lives 

For thee alone Why doſt thou gaze thus on me? 
. Zaph. Where are we? 

Pal. 11115 

The horrid duty? 

ash. What doſt fay? 

Pal. Aleanor 


P 

Zaph. O whither fly! to whom? 
D'ye ſee theſe hands? Who will receive theſe hands ? 

Pal. O come, and let me waſh them with my tears. 

Zaph. Who art thou? let me lean on thee I find 
My pow'rs returning. Is ic thou, Palmira? 
Where have I been? 1» 

Pal. I know not. 
Think on't no more. 

Zaph. But T maſt think, and talk on't too, Palmira. 
I ſeia d the victim by bis hoary locks —— 


Thou, heav'n, didſt will ir—canſt thou will a crime!) 
ſhuddering with horror, buried ſtrait | 


So piteous a groan; look d fo, Palmira,—— 
And with a feeble voice cry'd, Is it Zaphna: 

I could no more. O had'ſt thou ſeen, my love, 
The fell, fell dagger in his boſom, view'd 
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His dying face, where fat fuch dignity, | | 
Cloth'd with — tow'rds his baſe aſſaſſin; 
"Twould have converted thee to breathleſs marble, 
And made thee, to futurity, at once, 
A monument of cruelty and pity. heme 
[Throws If on the ground. 
The dire — . .... - to the earth 
Here let me die 3 
b Pal. Riſe, my lov'd Zaphna, riſe, 
. And let us fly to Mah'met for protection. 
If we are found in theſe abodes of ſlaughter, 
Tortures and death attend us; let us 2 
Zaph. farting up.] 1 did fly at that "blaſting ſight, 
Palmira. | 
When, drawing out th fatal ſteel, he caſt. 
Such tender looks! I fled——The fatal ſteel, 
The voice; the tender looks, the bleeding victim 
Bleſſing his murderer I cou'd not fly: 
No, they clung to me, riv'd my throbbing heart, 
And ſet my brain on fire. What have we done? 
Pal. Hark! what's that noiſe? I tremble for thy life. 
O, in the name cf love, by all the ties, 
Thoſe ſacred ties that bind thee mine for ever, 
I do conjure thee, follow me. | 
Laph. Be gone—— | 
Leave me. Say, was't not the deſtroyer, love, 
Thar urg'd me on to this deteſted deed ? 
Had it not been for thee, conſulting thee, 
But for thy irreſiſtible deciſion, 
J had been deaf to heav'n, and ſpurn'd its order. 
Pal. W hy doſt thou load me with this dire reproach? 
O Zaphna, this is cruelty indeed ! 
Ws not my foul abhorrent of the action, 
As much as thine? did not I call thee back? 
Didſt not thou ſhake me off by violence, 
When I hung on thee, would have forc'd thy lay? 
[Alcanor comes from behind the altar, leaning againſt 
it, with the bloody fivord in his hand. 
Zaph. Hah! look, Palmira, fee ; what object's that 
Which bears upon my tortur'd fight ! ! is't he? 
Or is' bis bloody manes come to haunt us? 


a 


Pal. 
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| Pal. 'Tis he himſelf, poor wretch ! ſtruggling with 


And feebly crawling tow'rds us. Let me fly, | 
And yield what help I can. Let me ſupport thee, 
Thou much lamented, injur'd, good old man. 
Zaph. Why doa't I move? my feet are rooted here, 
And all my frame is ſtruck, and wither'd up, 
As with the Jightning's blaſt. 
Alc. My gentle maid, 
Wilt thou ſupport me? 
Weep not, my Palmira. 
e teens of blood, if that would frrve 


Ale. fin op thou haſt 


ta'en my 

For what offence, or what one thought towards thee, 
That anger or malevolence gave birth, 

Heav'n knows I am unconſcious. Do not look ſo; 

I fee thou doſt relent. 


Enter Paazon haſtily. 


Pha. flarting back.) Hah ! 'tis too late then. 
Ale. W L could ſee Hercides . Pharon, lo, 
Thy martyr'd friend, by his diſtemper d hand, 
now expiring. 
Pha. Dire, unnatural crime! 
O wretched parricide !— } behold thy father. 
[Pointing to Alcanor, 
Zaph. My father ! | 


Pal. Father! hah ! 

Alc. Myſterious heav'n ! 

Pha. Hercides, dying by the hand of Mirvan, 
Who flew him, kt he ſhould betray the ſecret, 
Saw me approach, and, in the pangs of death, 
Cry'd, fly, and fave Alcanor ; — 7 the ſword 
From Zaphna's hand, if tis not yet too late, 
or? deſtin'd for his death; then let him know 

That Zaphna and Palmira are his children. 

Pal. That Zaphna and Palmira are his children 
Doſt hear that, Zaphna? 

Zaph. Tis enough, my fate! 
Canſt thou ought more? 


Alca 
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Alc. O nature! O my children 
By what vile inſtigations wert thou driven, 
Unhappy Zaphna, to this bloody action? 
Zaph. falling at his father's feet.) Love of my duty, 
nation and religion, 
Inſpir'd me with the raſh, accurſed zeal, 
To perpetrate an a& more black, more horrid, 
Than Cer the fun caſt eye on, than cer tears 
Can cleanſe from its foul ſtain, than e'er ſweet mercy 
Can intercede for, or than hell can puniſh. 
Reſtore me, Sir, reſtore that damned weapon, 
That I for once may make it, as I ought, 
An inſtrument of jultice. 
Pal. kneeling.) 0 my father, 
Strike here, 2 crime was mine; 'twas I alone 
That work d his will to this unnatural deed. 
Upon theſe terms alone he cou'd be mine, 
And inceſt was the price of parricide. 
Zaph. Strike your aſſaſſins 
Alc. I embrace my children; 
And joy to ſee them, tho' my life's the forfeit. 
Kind heav'n thus mingles in my bitter cup 
So ſweet a conſolation, that I bleſs 
My deſtiny, and think the draught . ivine. 
Riſe, children, riſe and live; live to revenge 
Your father's death. But, i in the name of nature, 
By the remains of this paternal blood 
That's oozing from my wound, raife not your hands 
Gainſt your own being. Zaphna, wou'dſi thou do me 
A ſecond deadlier miſchief thro' thyſelf ? 
Then thou wou dſt ſtab me to the heart indeed: 
Self-ſlaughter can't atone for parricide. 
Zaph. Go on, Sir, pray go on: then I will live, 
Live to ſome purpoſe; this is glorious fi k 
Ten thouſand ſwords had been a needle's point, 
To this moſt exquiſitely torturing 
Bleſſing, where curſing's due, is cruelty. 
Alle. Thy undetermin'd arm han't quite fu!fill'd 
Its bigot purpoſe ; morn's at hand, the truce 
Is broke; I hope to live to animate 
Our friends 'gainſt this impoſtor ; lead em, Zaphna, 
To root out a rapacious baneful crew, 
E Whoſe 


. 
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Whoſe zeal is phrenzy, whoſe religion murder. 
Z aph. Swift, ſwift, ye hours! celeſtial charioteer, 
Laſh on thy courſers | light me to revenge! 
Why linger for the day? flaming revenge 
Is torch ſufficient. Inlantiy T fly 
Through ev'ry ſtreet, rend with my bitter cries 
The cypreſs veil of ſleep; ſound ſuch a tramp 
As r palace, and awake 


weapon, 
[$ matches the bloody fevord. 
Tl waſh off thy foul ſtain with the heart's blood 
Of that malignant ſanctify d aſſaſlin. 
LA Zaphna is going of, Mirvan and li- 
followers enter 2 flop him. 
Mir: Seize Zaphna, 


And load the traiterous murderer with chains. 


Help you the good Alcanor.-Hapleſs man 
Our prophet, in a viſion, learnt to- night 
The mournful tale of thy untimely end, 
And ſent me ſtraight to ſeize the vile aſſaſſin, 
That he might wreck ſevereſt juſtice on him. 
Mahomet comes to vindicate the laws, 
Not ſuffer, with impunity, their breach. 
Alc. Heav'ns ! what accumulated crimes are here! 
Zaph. Where is the monſter? bear me inſtant to him, 
That I may blaſt him with my eye, may curſe him 
With my laſt heſitating voice. 
Pal. Thou tyrant, 
Did not thy own death-doing tongue enjoin 
This horrid deed? 
by heav'n! 


Mir. Not mine, 
Zaph. Not thine ! 
Mir. No, by our prophet, and his holy faith, 


Of all the thoughts e er harbour'd in this breaſt, 


It ne'er had ſuch a monſter for its tenant. 
Zaph. 3 heav'n? O moſt accompliſh'd 
villain ! 
Mirvan, look at me darꝰ'ſt thou 
Mir. Off with him, [To the ſoldiers. 
And fee him well ſecur'd, till Mahomet 
Demands him of you. 


Pal. Villain, hold! [ Laying hold of nr. 
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Mir. Away. 5 
Zaph. Juſt, juſt reward of my credulity ! 
Pal. Let me go with him; Vein hare thy fate, 
Unhappy Zaphna, for IL mare thy guilt. 
But then { Looking back at Alcanor. 
Mir. No more—— you muſt to Mahomet. 
Obey without reluctance ; our great prophet, 
In pity to your tender frame and years, 
Will take you under his divine protection. 
Pal. O death, deliver me from ſuch protection. 


[ Abart. 
Mir. If you would ought to fave the deſtin'd Zaph- 
na, 
Follow me to the prophet, you may move him 
To mitigate his doom. —Away. [To the foldiers who 
You this way. [To —— [held Zaphna. 
Zaph. — 
"FM The led off by degrees, lroking alternately 
are err, lac 
. 0 at their father and Lo 
Alc. What a wretch now am I! 
Both from me torn, then when 1 wanted moſt. 
Their conſolation. 
Pha. Did you hear that ſhout? 
The citizens are rous'd, and all in arms 
Ruſh on to your defence. 
Alc. Pharon, ſupport me 


Some moments longer. —Help, conduct me tow'rds em, 


Bare this wound to em; let that ſpeak the cauſe, 
The treach'rous cauſe, for words begin to fail me: 
Then, if in death I can but ſerve my country, 
Save my poor children from this tyger's gripe, 
And give a ſecond life to that lov'd pair, 

By whoſe miſguided zeal I loſe my own : 

What patriot, or parent, but would wiſh 

In fo divine a cauſe to fall a martyr. 
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er. 
Manonz r and Miavax. 


Manor. 


on eee 
So! this boy-bigot held his pious purpoſe? 
Devoutly. 


Air. 
Mah. What a reaſonleſs machine 


Can fuperſtition make the reas ner man? 
Alcanor lies then on his bed of earth? 


Mir. This moment he expir'd, and Mecca's 


In vain lament their chief. To the mad crowd 
'That gather'd round, good Ali, and myſelf, 

Full of thy dauntlefs 'nly-feeming ſpirit) 

iiclaim'd the deed, and pointed out the arm 


| Of righteous heav” n, that ſtrikes for Mahomet. = 


„Think ye, we cried, (with eyes and hands uprear'd) 
„Think ye our holy prophet would conſent 
« To ſuch a crime, whoſe foulneſs caſts a blot 
« On _— of nations, nature, and our faith ? 
O rather think he will avenge his death, 

% And root his murd'rer from the burden'd earth; 


Then ſtruck our breaſts, and wept the — old man; 
And only wifſh'd « he'd dy'd among the 


«© And flept with Ibrahim.” 
Mah. Excellent Mirvan ! 
Mir. We then both at large 
Deſcanted on thy clemency and 
On that, the filent and deſponding * 
Broke out in murmurs, plaints, 4 laſt in ſhouts, 
And each mechanic grew a Muſſulman. | 
Mah. O worthy to deceive, and awe the world, 
Second to Mahomet ! let me embrace thee. 
But ſay, is not our army at their gates, | 
To back our clemency ? 
Mir. Omar commands 
Their nightly march thro unſuſpected yards, 
And with the morn appears. 
Mah. At fight of them, 
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The weak remaining billows of this ſtorm 
Will laſh themſelves to peace. But where is Zaphna ? 
Mir. Safe in a dungeon, where he dies apace, 
Unconſcious of his fate; for well thoũ know'lt, 
Whilit at the altar's foot he flew his fire, 
In his own veins he bore his guilt's reward. 
Mah. I would be kind, and let him die deceiv'd, 
Nor know that parent-blood defiles his foul. 
Mir. He cannot know it: If the grave be — 
I'm ſure Hereides i | 
Mah. Unhappy Zaphna! 
Something like pity checks me for thy death. 
But why—1 muſt not think that way—ſhall Mahomet 
Give a new paradiſe to all mankind, 
And let remorſe and conſcience be the hell 
Of his own breaſt! my ſafety claim'd his life, 
And all the heav'n of fair Palmira's charms 
Shall be my great reward. 
Mir. My noble Lord, 
Palmira is at hand, and waits your pleaſure. 
Mah. At hand! how, Mirvan, could'ſt thou let me 
talk 
On themes of guilt when that pure angel's near 
Mir. The weeping fair, led on by flatt ring =. 
Of Zaphna's life, attends your ſacred will. 
A fileat, pale dejection ſhrowds her cheeks, 
And, like the lily in a morning ſhow'r, | 
She droops her head, and locks up all her ſweets. 
ah. But now, Mirvan, 
Aſſemble all our chiefs; and on this platform 
Let them attend me ſtraigkt. [Exit Mirvan, 


: Enter PAL MIRA, with attendants. 


Pal. apart.] Where have they led me? 
Methinks each ſtep I take, the mangled corpſe 
Of my dear father, (by poor Zaphna mangled,) 
Lies in my way, and all I ſee is blood [ Starting. 
Tis the impoſtor's ſelf—— Burſt, heart, in filence. 
Nah. Maid, lay aſide this dread. Palmira's fate, 
And that of Mecea, by my will is fixt. 
This great event that fills thy ſoul with horror, 
Is myſtery to all but heav'n and Mahomet. 
"IR E 3 Pal. 
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length from * chains I've ſet thee free, 
made thee triumph in a juſt revenge: 

Think then thou'rt dear to me; and Mahomet 
R thee with a more than father's eye 
Then know, (if thou'lt deſerve the mighty boon) 
An higher name, a nobler fate awaits thee. 

Pal. What wou'd the tyrant? —— 

Mah. Raiſe thy thoughts to 
And ſweep this Zaphna from thy memory, 
With all that's 1 that mean flame expire, 
Before the blaze of empire's radiant fun. : 
Thy grateful heart muſt anſwer to my bounties, 
Follow my laws, and ſhare in all my conqueſts. | 

Pal. What laws! — nnd what com-+ | 

queſts, tyrant? 
Fraud is thy 14 the tomb thy only bounty; 
Thy conqueſts fatal as infected air, 
Diſpeopling half the globe. See here, good heav'n, 
The venerable prophet I rever'd, 
The king I ferv'd, the god that I ador'd. 
Mah. appreaching her. } Whence this unwonted lan- 
guage, this wild phrenzy ? 

Pal. Where is the ſpirit of my martyr'd father? 

Where all the odour of my Zaphna's fame? 
Where poor Palmira's infant :nnocence ? 
Blaſted by 3 dy thee, infernal monſter 
Thou found'ſt us angels, and haſt made us fiends: 
Give, give us back our lives, our fame, our virtue, 
Thou canſt not, tyrant ;—yet thou ſeek'ſt my love, 
Seek'ft with Alcanor's blood his daughter's love. 

Mah. apart. ] Horror, and death! the fatal fecret's 

known! 


Enter Miavan. 
Mir. O Mahomet, all's loſt ! thy glory tarniſh'd, 


Hzreid:s's 


And the inſatiate tomb ripe to devour us. 
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Hercides's parting breath divulg d the ſecret ; 

The priſon's fore d, the city all in arms. 

See where they bear aloft their murder'd chief, 

Landy ; oy ene gy we n 

Rage all his ſtrength. Spite of the deadly draught 

Diess 
Mah. What doſt thou here then? Inſtant with our 


Attempt to tem their progreſs, till th' arrival 
Of Omar with the troops. 
Mir. I haſte, my Lord. [Exit Mirvan. 
Pal. Now, now ** hour's at hand. 
Hear'ſ thou thoſe ſhouts, that rend the ambient air? 
See'ſt thou thoſe glan fires, that add new horrors 
To thenight's gloom? fre from thy murd'ring poniard, 
For thine it was, tho' Zaphna gave the blow,) 
y father's ſpirit leads & vengeful ſhades, | 
Of all the wretches whom thy ſword has butcher'd. 
I fee them raiſe their unſubſtantial arms 
To ſnatch me from thy rage, or worſe, thy love. 


” Shadows ſhall conquer in Palmira's cauſe. 


Mah. apart.) What terror's this that hangs upon 
her accents? 


I feel her virtue, tho' I know her weakneſs. 

Pal. Thou aſk'ſt my love! go ſeek it in the grave 
Of good Alcanor._—Tatk' of grateful minds? 
Bid Zaphna plead for thee, and I may hear thee. 
Till then thou art my ſcorn.—— May'ſt thou, like me, 
Behold thy deareſt blood ſpilt at thy feet. 

Mecca, Medina, ali our Aſian world, 

Join, join to drive tþ' impoſtor from the earth ; 
Bluſh at his chains, and ſhake em off in vengeance } 
Theſe are th' endearments, theſe the cordial vows 
Palmira's grateful heart returns to Mahomet. 

Mah. apart.) Be (till, my foul, nor let a woman's rage 
Ruffle 27 wonted calm. Spite of thy hate, 
Thou'rt lovely ſtill, and charming ev'n in madneſs. 


[4 ſhout and * of fighting.] 
Pal. apart.] Roll, roll your thunders, heav'n, and 
aid the ſtorm ! 


Now hurl your lightnings on the guilty head, 
And plead the caulc of injur d innocence ! 


Mah. 


"> — : e 


— — 


The foe prevails thy troops, led on by Mirvan, 


The guard, that to our arms thould ope the gates, 
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Mah. My fair, retire, nor let thy 
Shake with alarms; thou'rt my pecaliar care 
I go to quell this trait'rous inſurrection, 
And will attend thee 1 

Pal. No tyrant, no. 
I'Il join my brother, help to head our friends, 

Aud urge em 08—— [Exit Palmira. 


Enter Att. 


Mah. Whence, Ali, that ſurprize ? 
ali. My royal chief, 


Are all eut — and at Mirvan's ſelf, 
By Zaphna flain, hes welt'ring in his blood. 


Struck with the common phrenzy, vow thy ruin; 

And death, and vengeance, is the general cry. 
Mah. Can Ali fear? then Mahomet be thyſelf. | 
Ali. See thy few friends, whom wild deſpair hath 

arm'd, 

(But arm'd in vain,) are come to die befide thee. 
Mah. Ye heartleſs traitors! Mahomet alone 

Shall be his own defender, and your 1 — 

Againſt the crowds of Mecca. me. 


Enter Zar RNA, PATNMIIA, and PhHARON, with c 
and the body „ AkCANOR an 4 Bier. 


Mas. Hah! 

Zaph. See, my friends, where the impoſtor ſtands, 
With head erect, as if he knew not guilt; 
As if no tongue ſpake from Alcanor's wound, 
on 


Nor cal d for 
Mah. Impious man | 

Is't not enough to've ſpilt thy parent-blood? 

But with attrocious and blaſpheming lips, 

Dar'ſt thou the ſubſtitute of heav'n ! 
Zaph. The fubllitute of heav'n! ſo is the ſword, 

The peſtilence, the famine; ſuch art thou. 

Such are the bleffings heav'n bas ſent to man, 

By thee its delegate : nay more to me. 

O he took pains, Palmira, upon us, 

Religion'd us into fuck monſtrous crimes 


Act V. MAHOMET. $7 
As nature ſicken'd at conception of 
How could'ſt thou damn us thus? ; 

Mah. Babler, avaunt! 

Zaph. Well thouupbraid'ſt me, for to parley with thee 
Half brands me coward. O revenge me, friends, 
Revenge Alcanor's maſſacre : revenge 
Palmira's wrongs, and cruſh the rancorous monſter. 

Mah. Hear me, ye ſlaves, born to obey my will. 

Pal. Ah! hear him not; frauddwells upon his tongue. 

Zaph. Have at thee, fiend. — Habt heav'n. 


[Zaphna advancing, reels, and recliner on his fword. 


What cloud is this 


That thwarts upon my fight ; my head dizzy, 
My joints unlooſe, ſure tis the Rroke of fate. 
Mab. afide.) The poiſon works; then triumph 
— — 
Pal. Brother, diſmay' d! 
Haſt thou no power, but in a guilty eauſe, 
eee: ide? 
Zap. Spare that reproach—come on—it will not be. 
T Hangs down bis ford, and reclines on Pharon. 
Some cruel pow'r unnerves my willing arm, 
Blaſts my reſolves, and weighs me down to earth. 
Mah. Such be the fate of all who brave our law. 
Nature and death have heard my voice, and now 
Let heav'n be judge twixt Zaphna and myſelf, 
And inſtant blaſt the guilty of the two. 


Pha. Zaphna revive - what means this gen'ral terror? 


They ſtand aghaſt, and tremble at his voice 
Pal. Brother! O Zaphna! 
Zaph. Zaphna now no more. 
(Ong down by Alcanor”s body, and leaning on the bier, 
haron kneeling down with him, and ſupporting him. 

8 down, good Pharon.— Thou poor injur d corfe, 

May I embrace thee? won't thy pallid wound 

Purple anew at the unnatural — 

And ooze freſh calls for 
Pal. O my brother 
Zapb. In vain's the guiltleſs — © of my heart: 

High heav'n deteſts th' inv 

And dooins for parricide— Then — .. 
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If the ſupreme can puniſh error thus, 
What new invented tortures muſt await 
Thy ſoul, grown leprous with ſuch foul offences, 
OI Ie NG arg ape: of ay? 
But ſoſt now fate and nature are at ſtrife 
Siſter, farewell; with tranſport ſhould I quit 
This toilſome, perilous, deluſive A 
But that I leave thee on't; leave thee, Palmira, | 
Expos'd to what is worſe than fear can image, | 
That bad man's mercy. But I know thee brave, 
Know that thou'lt act a part look on her heav'n, 
Guide her, and——oh ! (Dies. 
Pal. Think not, ye men of Mecca, | 
— ——— — 

is he——that viper ——— 

Mah. Know, ye faithleſs wretches, 
Tis mine to deal the bolts of heav'n: 
Behold them there, and let the wretch who 


Pal. Ah! ſtay, my brother's murder d by this tyrant, 
By poiſon, not by piety, he kills. 


Mah." Tis done Thus ever be our law receiv'd ! [ {pe 
Now fair Palmira 
Pal. Monſter, is it thus 
Thou mak ſt thyſelf a by added crimes, 
And murders juſtify'd by facrilege ? 
Mah. Think, exquifite Palmira, for thy fuke—— 
Pal. Thou'ſt been the murderer of all my race. 
See where Alcanor, ſee where Zaphna lies : 
Do they not call for me too at thy hands? 
O that they did ! — But I can read thy thoughts; 
Palmira's fav'd for 1 worſe than death, 
That modeſty denies her tongue to utter. | 
This to prevent. Zaphna, I follow thee. 
[ Stabs herſelf with Zaphna's Ard. 
Mah. Slaves, ſeize her deſp'rate hand. Io 
Pal. Thou ſtriv'ſt in vain, | 


[Reclining 


59 
" Reclining on her attendants, and then lay 7 Fa- 
L gainſt he fide of the bier, oppoſite to long rfl 
To hold a foul reſolv'd. ———O Zaphna, brother, 
We burnt not with fo criminal a flame 
As does that tyrant. When the heart is pure, 
Small is the difference, eaſy is the change, 
A lover's paſſion for a fiſter's fondneſs. 
Mzh. What haſt thou done 
Pal. A deed of glory, tyrant! 
Thou'ſt left no obje& worth Palmira's eye; 
And when I ſhut out light, I ſhut out thee—— Dies. 
Mab. Farewell, dear victim of my boundlefs paſſion ! 
The price of treachery, the reward of murder, 
Crown of my hopes, and fruit of all my crimes, 
Sink with thee to the earth. O juſtice! juſtice ! 
In vain are glory, worſhip, and dominion ! 
All-conqueror as I am, I am a flave, 
And, by the world ador'd, dwell with the damn'd. 
My crimes have planted ſcorpions in my breaſt. 
There is remorſe! is conſcience then! O furies ! 
Here, here I feel ye. Tis in vain to brave 
The hoſt of terrors that invade my foul ; 
I might deceive the world, myſelf I cannot. 
Ali. its avis wh my Lord, think what you are. 
Mah. Hah ! —_ Turning to the bodies, 
Ye breathleſs 
Let your — wounds fay what I am. 
O ſnatch me from that ſight; — —.— 
To nature's lonlieſt on, where the ſun 
nerd 1 | þ 
Was never heard But wherefore? Still I there, 
There ſtill ſhall find myſelf Ay, that's the hell! 
III none on't. Drawing his ferord. 
Ai. Heav'ns! help, hold him! [ Ali. &c. diſarm him, 
Maß. Paltry daftards ! 
You fled the foe, but can difarm your maſter. 
Angel of death, whoſe pow'r Ive le long proclaim d, 
Now aid me, if thou can'ſt; now if thou ean'ſt 
Draw the kind curtain of eternal night, 
And ſhroud me from the horrors that beſet me. 
O what a curſe is life, when ſelf-conviftion 
Flings our offences hourly in our face, 
Aud turns exiſtence torturer to itſelf. [ Excunt ommner. 


S FISH UT UT UV KL 
By a Fats. 
Spoken by Mr Ganzrc. 


LONG has the licence of the age, 
With ſenſeleſs ribaldry, diſgrac d the ſtage ; 


So much indecencies have been in vogue, 


They pleaded cuſtom in an epilogue ; | 
As if the force of reaſon was a yoke | 
So heavy—— they muſt eaſe it with a joke ; | 


Diſarm the moral of its virtuous fray, 
Or elſe the audience go diſpleas d away. 
How have I bluſh'd to ſee a tragic queen, 
With ill-tim'd mirth diſgrace the well-wrote ſcene ; 
From all the ſad ſolemnity of woe, 
Trip ,nimbly forth — fo ridicule a beau; 
Then, as the looſeft airs ſhe had been gleaning, 
Cocquette the fan, and leer a double meaning. 
Shame on thoſe arts that proſtitute the bays ! 
Shame on the bard. who this way hopes for praiſe ! 
The bold, but honeſt author of to-night, 
Diſdains to pleaſe you, if he pleaſe nat right. 
f in his well. meant ſcene you chance to find 
Aught to ennoble or enlarge the mind; 
| Ihe has found the means, with honeſt art, 
To fix the nobleſt wiſhes in the heart ; 
In fofter accents to inform the fair, 
How bright they look, when virtue drops the tear; 
Enjoy with friendly welcome the repaſt, 
Aud keep the heart-felt reliſh to the laſt. 


